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Dividing Mother's Flower 


There was to be a special Mother’s 
Day program in Sabbath school next week, 
and all the Juniors were going to pin 
flowers on their mothers. ~ 

The superintendent of the Junior division 
explained that the flowers would cost 
twenty-five cents each. And he asked that 
the Juniors bring the money to him some- 
time during the week. 

For most of the children, this presented 
no difficulty. Only one member of the fam- 
ily was a Junior, and so, of course, he was 
the one who would provide the twenty- 
five cents and pin on the flower. 

But for Dorothy and Danny and Sylvia it 
was quite a problem. For Dorothy was in 
the eighth grade, Danny was in the seventh 
























“The problem,” said Danny, “is, how are we going to 
pay for Mother’s flower, and who will pin it on?” 


grade, and Sylvia was in the fifth grade. 
All three of them were Juniors. 

How could three of them pin on one 
flower? And how could they divide twenty- 
five cents by three? 

They got together in a secret huddle to 
consider the matter. Making sure Mother 
wasn’t near enough to hear, Danny said, 
“We want our mother to have the nicest 
flower of all. But how are we going to 
pay for it, and who is going to pin it on?” 


three parts, so each of us could pin on 
separate piece,” said Dorothy. 

“Of course not,” said Danny. “Let’s think 
of something sensible.” 

“And we shouldn’t ask Daddy for the 
quarter should we?” said little Sylvia. 

“Impossible,” said Danny. “If we’re go- 
ing to give the flower to Mother, we’re 
the ones that are going to pay for it. In 
fact, if we can’t think of any other plan, 
I'll pay the whole quarter myself.” 

“Ridiculous,” snorted Dorothy. “If you 
put in a whole quarter, I will too.” 

“And so will I,” said Sylvia. 

“Sh-h-h,” cautioned Dorothy. “You're 
making so much noise, Mother will hear.” 

The children were suddenly quiet, listen- 
ing. They heard Mother working at the 
other end of the house! Good! 

“As I see it,’ whispered Dorothy, “the 
important thing is not how much each of 


“We could hardly cut the flower 7) 


us gives, but that each of us has a part in 


the gift.” 

“Right,” said Danny. “And that gives me 
an idea. Dorothy and I will pay half each 
of the twenty-five cents, because we’ve got 
more money than Sylvia has, and Sylvia 
will pin the flower on, because she’s the 
youngest.” 

And that’s what they decided to do. 
Just which one paid the odd penny, I don’t 
know, but I do know that on Sabbath 
morning Sylvia pinned the beautiful red 
carnation on Mother’s dress, while Dorothy 
and Danny kissed her. 


happier, receiving the flower, or knowi 
that her children had solved their proble 
in such a kind and generous way. 


And I don’t know which made now 


Your friend, 


a Wraorel 








The prisoner sang, 





“Precious Lord, Hold My Hand” 


- WAS when the dog bit Carl that his 
whole future life pattern was set. 

Carl was only three years old when his 
mother died. There wasn’t anyone special 
that cared after that. Oh, he had food and 
clothes enough and someone saw to his 
actual needs, but there wasn’t anyone that 
really loved him. 

By the time he started to school he didn’t 
have a good attitude toward people. And 
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then one day he met the dog that settled 
everything. 

Carl was passing a house when the dog 
rushed out of the yard and snarled at him. 
Carl kicked the dog and then the two stared 
at each other, the dog ready to snap at the 
boy, and the boy ready to kick the dog 
again. 

The owner of the dog had seen what 

To page 20 


Carl stared at the dog, and the dog stared back, growling fiercely, threatening to bite. 






HOMER NORRIS, ARTIST 


set” 
Se nN ’ 











MAY 9, 1956 / 3 











SONS ROLLED ON 





PART 6: EXCITEMENT ON THE FARM 





 — farm was all that Papa had said it 
would be—the seven springs, the rolling 
hills, the trees and the view. The only thing 
that was a disappointment was the lake. 

“The folks living here before must have 
thought there was nowhere else to throw 
their garbage,” said Papa in disgust. 

They had all gathered down by the lake to 
see the sight. All the cans and rubbish in 
the bottom and around the edge made them 
sick at heart. 

“Why would anyone spoil such a fine 
place?” Mamma asked. 

“There’s no excuse. Just laziness is all I 
can say.” Papa skipped a rock out over the 
lake and turned to go back to the house. 
There would be other spots they could 
beautify, and now that they were here and 
settled it was important to get everything 
in shape as soon as possible. The lake would 
have to stay that way for a while. 

Late that summer they all wished the lake 
had been closer to the house with all of its 
rubbish and junk. They needed water— 
plenty of water and fast. 

It all started when the hired man and 
Papa were way out at the end of the largest 
field haying. Old blind Grandma was rock- 
ing on the veranda and fanning herself 
when suddenly she stopped and sniffed. 

“Emma,” she called. “Emma, I smell 


smoke! Something must be burning! Quick!” 

Mamma came to the doorway, her hands 
covered with flour and shortening. She 
sniffed and listened. There was a faint 
crackling sound high in the attic that spoke 
just one word—FIRE. 

“Fire, Ruth, fire! Run ring the dinner bell 
for the menfolk!” 

Ruth ran out on the porch to the dinner 
bell and stopped. Fire! The house was on 
fire! Her pulse beat so fast she just could 
not move. Paralyzed with fear she stood by 
the bell and looked at it. Fire! The house 
was on fire! 

Ada, her oldest sister, pushed past her 
and began beating the bell furiously. There 
wasn’t a moment to lose. Already Mamma, 
Maude, and Ruby were bringing water from 
the nearest spring. Ada joined them as soon 
as she had rung the bell. Poor Ruth. She 
just stood and stared at the bell too fright- 
ened to do anything that would help. 

The menfolk stopped their work im- 
mediately and came rushing to the house 
as fast as they could. Buckets and more 
buckets. But even with all of the buck 
they had brought it seemed they were sh 
today. And water. Oh, if only it didn’t take 
so long for a bucket to fill up at the spring. 
The men scrambled up on the roof and tore 
away the shakes to get at the flames. 
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Fortunately the fire had not spread so far 
that it could not be stopped. Working like 
whirlwinds they raced back and forth in a 
bucket brigade until finally the fire was out. 

Papa stood by the back steps wiping his 
brow. “At least there wasn’t too much 
damage,” he said with a sigh. “Things could 
have been worse. We were planning to 
build on anyway.” 

And that was the beginning of the ex- 
citement on the farm. It seemed that hardly 

day would pass without something new or 

@ iia: happening. Trouble usually came 
from natural causes, but disobedience some- 
times entered into the story. On one such 
occasion Maude decided that Papa really 
didn’t know what he was talking about 
when he warned the girls to stay clear away 
from the pasture where Old Duke, the bull, 
was. 

“Never, never tease the old fellow or you 
may be gored to death,” Papa had warned. 

But Maude knew better. She was in her 
teens and knew all about bulls and how to 


manage them. At least 
she thought she did. One 
day she walked into Old 
Duke's pasture and 
shouted at him. She 
knew he could never run 
as fast as she could. 

“Hey, you old bag of noise,” she taunted, 
“I can shout louder than you can bellow.” 

Old Duke stopped grazing and looked up. 
Maude laughed. 

“About time you paid attention to what I 
was saying. Let's hear you bellow, Mr. 
Duke.” 

Old Duke’s eyes had a glint in them that 
should have warned Maude there was 
trouble coming. She continued to tease. 

“Looky here, you big old bluffer. See, I 
have a red dress on and you don’t even no- 
tice it.” 

It was true. Duke did not see the red 
dress. Colors meant nothing to him. All 
he knew was that somebody was in his pas- 
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With a mighty bellow, Old Duke, the bull, charged into the stump where Maude was standing, 


then backed up and charged again. Maude just screamed, 


“Papa, oh, Papa! Come and help!” 
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Jane was stretched across the bed weeping when Sue’s mother found her. “Take me home,” she sobbed. 


ANE shifted her books to her left arm so 

she could open the door. “Mother! You 
don’t understand,” she whined. “The other 
girls don’t have to do nearly so much work 
before they go to school, ‘specially Sue. 
And they don’t have to do so much after 
school, either.” 

“’Specially Sue,” finished her twin 
brother. “Your ideas about the other girls 
and ‘specially Sue make me laugh. And 
have you told Mother why you refused to 
sing that duet with Sue at Sabbath school 
this week?” 

“You mean tattletale!” Jane scowled. 
Jim could certainly be the most annoying 
person at times, though to be perfectly 
honest, it was nice to be able to borrow 
from him when she had spent all her al- 
lowance! 

“Well, anyway: ” she stuttered. 

“Sure, I know! Sue doesn’t have to work 
so hard as you do. Ha!” Jim scooped up 
his books and was off. “’By Mom!” 

Jane shifted her books again. “I know 
Sue doesn’t.” 

“Doesn’t she?” Mother said dryly. 

“She goes to all the games, too, and I 
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never go, except when Father takes me.” 

“Does she?” Mother’s voice was dry as 
dust this time. “I wonder! And what is this 
about not singing for Sabbath school?” 
Mother's lips twitched a little. “Especially 
with Sue?” 

Jane slammed the door with much more 
vigor than she had used on the breakfast 
dishes. That last glance at Mother's face 
told her it was best to say no more. 

The slam of the door frightened Jane’s 
three-year-old brother, Hal, and Mother 
rushed in to comfort him. All the time she 
was thinking about Jane. How could she 
help her to see that she really had more 
privileges and more time for herself than 
Sue or most of her other friends? 

In the middle of the afternoon an id 
suddenly occurred to her. She thought 1! 
over carefully, then talked on the telephone 
a long while. Finally she hung up the re- 
ceiver with a broad smile of satisfaction. 
“That should do the trick!” she exclaimed. 

Jane danced in for lunch next day. 
“Mother! Sue’s mother has invited me to 
come home with her to stay till Sunday 
night. She had the duckiest blouse. Her 











The other girls didn’t have to work so hard 


for their mothers, said Jane, 





"SPECIALLY SUE 


By INEZ BRASIER 


mother made it. I wish you’d make one like 
it for me. And just think! I won't have to 
work for four whole days, and Sue P 

Jim grinned. “’Specially Sue!” 

“Be quiet,” snapped Jane. 

“Eat your lunch,” said Mother. “You will 
have nearly twenty minutes after you eat be- 
fore you leave for school, so you can clear 
away the lunch and pack the dishes in the 
sink.” 

“Mother! I have to pack my bag and take 
it to Sue’s.” 

“What a break for us!” said Jim. “I pity 
Sue’s mother, though.” 

Jim caught the slice of bread Jane threw 
at him. “I'll give it to the birds,” he said. 
“Many thanks to you on their behalf!” He 
carried his lunch dishes to the kitchen. Then 
he backed the car from the garage for 
Mother and went whistling to school. 

“Jane, the dishes,” Mother reminded her. 

“Oh, Mother! I'll be late. Sue ii 

“Jane!” 

Jane cleared the lunch away and stacked 
the dishes, but so carelessly she broke a new 
glass. There went fifteen cents of her al- 
lowance. Then she remembered. For four 
whole days she would have a good time at 

ue’s. No washing dishes, no ironing her 
othes, no making her bed. And they would 
go somewhere exciting every night. Well, 
anyway, almost that often. 

Somehow she lived through the afternoon 
at school. Soon she would be at Sue’s and 
things would be perfect, simply perfect 
there. And they were! But not the way 
Jane had thought. 

“Let’s have some ice cream,” Jane sug- 








gested as they started toward Sue’s home after 
school. 

“No!” said Sue. “This is my night to get 
supper so Mother can have the afternoon 
off. We always have it at five-thirty, so we 
must hurry home. And I am saving my 
allowance for summer camp.” 

Jane didn’t know what to say to that, and 
walked in silence for some time. 

“You are to sleep with me,” Sue told 
her as they stepped into the house. “Did 
you bring something to wear in the kitchen?” 

“I guess I didn’t,” Jane admitted. 

Sue laughed. “You can wear one of 
Mother’s aprons, then. Come on into the 
kitchen. You can make the salad.” 

Not for worlds would Jane have admitted 
to Sue that she couldn’t make a salad even 
a cow would touch. And what she placed 
on the table was left on the plates. 

“What happened to your salad tonight?” 
Sue’s father asked. He glanced at the girls 
and then turned to little Sandy, but not 
before Jane had seen a look on his face that 
was strangely like one she had often seen 
on brother Jim’s. 

She felt better when Sue’s mother and 
dad left for the evening. “Let’s turn on 
the TV, Sue. There’s a real thriller on 
tonight!” she said. 

“Jane! Do you honestly want to watch 
such things? You know we promised never 
to do it again when we accepted Jesus and 
joined the church. We've got studying to 
do. Besides, this is my night to do the dishes 
and care for Sandy.” 

“You mean you do that, too? I never 
care for Hal.” 
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THANK YOU, MOTHER 


By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


On Mother's Day I'm wondering 
If it can truly be 

That I've not thought of thanking you 
For things you do for me. 


I thank you now the first of all 
For keeping home so neat, 

For birthday cakes, for good warm food 
You fix for me to eat. 


I thank you for my fresh-ironed clothes, 
And for my nice clean bed. 

For all the songs you've sung to me 
And stories you have read. 


I thank you for forgiving me 
And teaching me to pray. 

And | thank God that | have you 
To thank, this Mother's Day. 


—————EeEeEEEEE 


“Sure I do! We can put her to bed now, 
and we'll have a good time washing the 
dishes. Then we can practice our duet.” 

“I’m not going to sing that old song.” 

“You will sing it with me. You call Mr. 
Hudson right now and tell him you will.” 

Jane’s thoughts were in a whirl. She 
dialed Mr. Hudson, the Sabbath school 
superintendent. Then she wiped the dishes. 
She hung the apron on its hook—at Sue's 
suggestion when she had dropped it on a 
chair. 


8 / JUNIOR GUIDE 


The next morning, and the next, Sue 
stopped at the bedroom door to look back. 
“Let’s hang up your clothes,” she said. 

“Do you always hang up your clothes and 
make your own bed? My mother ” Jane 
suddenly saw her own room. It really was 
prettier than Sue’s; that is, when it did not 
look as though a windstorm had struck it, 
which was most of the time. Jane was un- 
usually quiet all day and that night after 
school she did her very best to help Sue 





tidy the kitchen. 
“Are you sick?” demanded Sue. fs 


Jane managed to laugh. 

“I know! It’s that spelling test tomorrow. 
Let’s study now, and then have Father quiz 
us.” 

“I'd be scared!” 

“You won't be. He makes it funny.” 

Jane just could not get her mind to stay 
still long enough to study the spelling. 
There were too many thoughts swirling 
around, but she managed to spell a few of 
the words Sue’s dad quizzed them on. 

“You are doing fine, Sue. I am proud of 
you.” Sue’s father puffed out his chest. 

“Don’t pop your buttons! Jane and I 
have to practice our duet, so I can’t sew 
buttons on tonight,” laughed Sue. 

“Tll take pity on you and deflate then,” 
he said. 

The next morning Jane wakened to see 
Sue already dressed. “Why, it isn’t time to 
get up yet! It is only six!” she protested. 

“This is my morning to get breakfast,” 
said Sue. 

Reluctantly, Jane struggled out of bed. 
Was Sue always doing something for her 
family, she wondered. 

When school was out, Jane wanted to 
stay awhile and play ball with some of the 
boys. But there was Sue again. “Come on, 
Jane,” she said. “We've got no time to 
waste. Mother does a lot of shopping Friday 
afternoon, and we've got the house to clean.” 

Jane dropped the ball and trudged along 


beside Sue. “Quick,” Sue ordered as soon as 


they got into the house. “You sweep | 


kitchen floor while I’m tidying the fro 
room. Then I'll mop the floor while you 
vacuum the carpet.” 

The minute those jobs were done, Sue 
handed Jane the broom again. “Now you 
sweep the front steps and the sidewalk 
while I’m dusting.” 

“Well, surely we can rest now,” com- 
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Why I was glad 





Brother Said, No, Thank You! 


| wedding was over, and refreshments 
were being served. About a dozen of us 
teen-age boys were sitting together at a 
table hoping there. would be plenty of cake 
to go around. 

A middle-aged woman was serving, and 
presently we saw her come to our table 
with a bottle in her hand. 

“Here, boys,” she said. “Have some wine. 
Just a little glass. It can’t be a wedding 
dinner without something to drink.” 

To my horror, she began pouring the 
wine into the glasses of the boys at the far 
end of the table. 

What should I say to her? Mother had 
always taught me never to drink anything 










































































By J. C. MICHALENKO 


with alcohol in it and I never had, before. 

But what would the boys think of me if 
I refused? Would they laugh, and call me a 
sissy, and ask a lot of embarrassing ques- 
tions? 

And what would the woman think? I 
had known her a long time, and she had 
always been kind. Would she be offended if 
I told her I didn’t want her liquor? 

Then I heard someone say, loud and clear, 
“No, thank you!” 

I turned to see who it was. 

It was my brother, two years older than I. 

How I did love him for his courage just 
then! For when the woman came to me, it 
wasn’t hard at all to say “No, thank you,” too. 

And what did the woman think? You'll 
be surprised when you find out. We were! 

She said to us, sometime later, “What 
wonderful boys you are for refusing to 
drink. You are like Daniel of old.” 

We were so amazed, we hardly knew what 
to say. She had offered us the wine, and yet 
here she was praising us for refusing to take 
it. 

Ever afterward I was glad I was able to 
say No that day. It was so much easier to 
say it the next time—and the many other 
times since then that I have been offered 
a drink. For, as the Bible says, wine “biteth 
like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder” 
(Proverbs 23:32). 

I hope you've learned to say, “No, thank 
you,” too. Someone may be trembling just 
now, waiting for a little encouragement, 
just as I was the day my brother said, “No, 
thank you.” 






To our surprise, the woman to whom Brother said, “No, 
thank you,” told him she admired him for saying it. 
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WHY MOTHER DIDN'T GET UP 


 peoagees yawned. “I'd better get up,” 
she sighed. “It’s time to be getting 
breakfast ready, and the family will grumble 
if they have to wait.” 

She threw back the bed covers and swung 
her feet onto the floor. She slid her left foot 
into a slipper, and pushed the right one in 
half way. Then it stopped. Something was 
stuck in the slipper. 

She reached down and pulled it out—a 
piece of paper. She was about to throw it 
into the wastebasket when she happened to 
see some writing on it. 

Carefully she smoothed the wrinkles and 
read, “Please stay in bed and ask no ques- 
tions. Love, Carol and John.” 

“Well,” she exclaimed. “What mischief 
are they up to now? Stay in bed, indeed, 
when they’re planning something bad!” 

She began to put her clothes on faster 
than usual, when suddenly she remembered. 


Little sister sniffs 
the carnation before 
delivering the tray 
her big brother and 
sister prepared for 
Mother’s _ breakfast. 
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“Why, this is Mother's Day. Perhaps they 
have something nice in mind.” 

So she got back into bed and relaxed. 

She was dozing comfortably when she 
heard the children’s voices outside the bed- 
room door. “We're coming in,” said John. 

And in they came, carrying Mother’s 
breakfast on a pretty tray. 

“This is because it’s Mother’s Day,” said 
John. 

“And because we love you,” added Carol. 

“Bless your hearts, dears. That was very 
kind of you,” said Mother. “And to think I 
thought you were being bad! I shall re- 
member this a long, long time.” 

Carol and John ran off then, leaving 
Mother to enjoy her breakfast in peace. 

Here are some ideas for you, so you can 
fix breakfast for your mother too. They are 
guaranteed to make your mother as happy 
as Carol and John’s mother was. 
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This novel grapefruit 
basket adds a surprise 
touch to breakfast. Be- 
gin by pushing tooth- 
picks into both sides 
of a half grapefruit. 





Cut as shown, then cut 
between skin and fruit. 
Raise the skin on both 
sides and tie it at 
top with string. Then 
take out the toothpicks. 
Don’t cut string yet. 


Use tails of string to tie 
on a little flower, then cut 
extra string. If you have a 
strawberry, cut it into thin 
slices and make a red star. 
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The noise in Mother’s bedroom led to 


ADVENTURE At A 


—— had awakened Jack, but he 
didn’t know what. The moon was shin- 
ing through the bedroom window, and 
there was just enough light to see the face 
of the clock beside his bed. Five minutes to 
four. 

“Strange,” Jack thought. “Whatever would 
waken me at this time? I don’t hear a 
thing!” 

He looked out across the tops of the fruit 
trees to the mountains, standing out clearly 
in the moonlight. A few shiny clouds 
floated silently above, and a gentle breeze 
fanned him from the open window. 

Then he heard it 

A noise in Mother's bedroom! Something 
was sliding about. There would be a creak- 
ing noise, then a rustling, a sliding sound, 
and a bang. Every once in a while he 
thought he heard a sigh—or was it a groan? 

“Whatever can be going on?” he 
wondered, tingling all over. “Why would it 
happen at five to four in the morning?” 
He tensed, trying to understand it. He knew 
he must go and help Mother, but what could 
the trouble be? Then his mind began to 
work. 

“Of course, I know what it is. Mother 
must have another of her headaches. She’s 
probably going through all the drawers try- 
ing to find her pills. Daddy is away now, so 
there’s no one to help her. I'd better go.” 

He was about to get out of bed when 
Mother’s door opened. He heard the shuf- 
fling of slippered feet on the hall carpet. 
Then, very carefully, his own door opened. 
Mother bent over him. 

“Jack,” she whispered, “please wake up.” 
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“I’m awake, Mother,” he said kindly. 
“What can I do for you?” 

“Do you know where my pills are—that 
extra package I bought the other day? I’m 
getting another of my headaches, and I 
thought if I took a pill right away, perhaps 
I could keep the headache from being too 
bad. I seem to have used up all the pills I 
had in the house.” 

Jack thought fast. 
Where had he seen those 
pills last? “Mother,” he 
said, “I’m sure they are 
out in the car.” 

“That's what I was 
afraid of.’’ Mother 
sounded quite disap- 
pointed. “Well, no matter. 
Maybe the headache 
won't be as bad as I 
thought it was going to 
be.” 

“Tll go and get them 
for you,’ Jack volun- 
teered. 

“No, don’t bother, it’s 
too cold to go out there 
now. I'll make out some- 
how.” 

Mother closed the door 
and Jack heard her go 
back to her room and get 


into bed. 





Jack sat up, tense, nervous. 
What was that strange noise he 
had heard in Mother’s bedroom? 









































































































THE EDITOR’S STORY 


“Poor Mother,” he thought. “It’s too bad 
she keeps on getting these headaches. And 
now she can’t find her pills. Maybe I should 
go and get them for her. Of course, she told 
me not to bother. But she really needs them. 
She didn’t want me to get them because she 
thought I might get cold outside.” 

He sat up in bed. “I’m going to get them, 
anyway. What if I do get cold, I'll get warm 


again as soon as I come back. I just hope 
she doesn’t hear me, that’s all.” 

He slipped out of bed quietly, for there 
was a good chance Mother was still awake. 
He took his overcoat from the closet and 
wrapped it around him. He slid his feet into 
his shoes—what a clammy feeling cold shoes 
give to bare feet!—then he tiptoed down- 
stairs. 

It was so beautiful outside with the 
bright moon shining that he felt fully re- 
warded for his trip. But the air was cold 
and he knew he must hurry. He had got out 
of the house without arousing Mother. The 
next problem was—would he find the car 
locked? 

The first door he tried was locked. So was 
the second. This could spoil his whole ad- 
venture, for he didn’t have the keys. He 
could hardly go and ask Mother for them! 
He tried the doors on the other side. The 
first of these was locked too. There was only 
one more. He pressed the handle. The door 
came open! 

Eagerly he looked around for the pillbox. 
It wasn’t on the front seat; nor was it on 
the back. Perhaps he had been mistaken 
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“DICK, DAVE, AND THE TV SET" 





More Contest Answers 


Last week we printed the eight winning answers in JUNIOR 
GuIDE’s contest, ‘““Dick, Dave, and the TV Set.” 

But there were many more good answers than those. This week 
we are printing some of the others. 

Of course, there were still a lot more than these, but there is 
only so much space. Several that we hoped to be able to print we 
had to leave out, simply because there wasn’t room for them. 

If you aren’t quite sure which programs you can safely look at 
on TV, read these answers carefully. They will help you choose. 





BETTER TO OFFEND 


DEAR ELDER MAXWELL: 


Dave may have offended Dick, but that 
was much better than to disobey God. Dave's 
stand for the right may have had a good 
influence upon Dick. 

Sincerely yours, 
JOHN R. Noswortuy, Age 12 
Trenton, New Jersey 


BETTER TO MISS SUPPER 


DEAR SIR: 


Dave was the one who did right. As for 
the supper, it is better not to watch bad 
TV programs and miss supper than to 
watch TV and disobey God! 

Yours truly, 
SHIRLEY BREMSON, Age 10 
Jonesboro, Tennessee 


DEAR Mr. MAXWELL: 

I believe Dave did the right thing be- 
cause he would not defile his mind with 
trash just so he could get a good supper. 

Yours truly, 
CHARLES ForD, Age 10 
Oroville, California 
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BOY KILLED BY TV 
DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


I heard an experience that a little boy 
who had been watching Superman, put on a 
red cape, and jumped down the stairs. His 
parents, who had been out, came home and 
found him dead. 

Yours truly, 
BONNY SUE STAMM, 
Allentown, Pennsylvania 


GUARD THE AVENUES 


DEAR Mr. MAXWELL: 


In The Acts of the Apostles, page 518, we 
read: “Those who would not fall a prey to 
Satan’s devices, must guard well the avenues 
of the soul; they must avoid reading, seeing, 
or hearing that which will suggest impure 
thoughts.” 

Yours truly, 
CONNARD RASMUSSEN, JR., Age 10 
Istanbul, Turkey 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


There is no question in regard to Dave's 
right choice. “The removal of one safe- 
guard from the conscience, the indulgence 











of one evil habit, one neglect of the high 
claims of duty, breaks down the defenses of 
the soul, and opens the way for Satan to 
come in and lead us astray.”—Patriarchs 
and Prophets, p. 452. 

Sincerely yours, 

PAUL C. BOYNTON 

Ooltewah, Tennessee 


DEAR ELDER MAXWELL: 


Dave did right, because he should not 
look at bad TV programs. He should keep 
his heart with all diligence; for out of it are 
the issues of life. (Proverbs 4:23.) For as 
he thinketh in his heart, so is he. (Proverbs 
23:7.) If you are always thinking about 
things that are wrong you won't be so apt 
to think about good things. 

“Those who would not fall a prey to 
Satan's devices must guard well the avenues 
of the soul; they must avoid reading, seeing, 
or hearing that which will suggest impure 
thoughts."—Messages to Young People, 
page 285. “Satan is continually seeking to 
overcome the people of God by breaking 
down the barriers which separate them from 
the world.”"—The Great Controversy, page 
508. 

Yours sincerely, 


STEPHEN YOUNGBERG, Age 10 
Elsa, Texas 





KEEP BUSY 
DEAR SIR: 


Volume 4, page 412 in the Testimonies 
advises: “Employ every spare moment in 
doing something. In this way an effectual 
door will be closed against a thousand 
temptations.” 

Sincerely, 
GLENNA COLBy, Age 12 
Bakersfield, California 


A WOE ON DICK 
DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave undoubtedly was right because 
Isaiah 5:20 says woe unto them that call 
evil good. 

Yours truly, 
KENNETH DUTTON, Age 13 
Holly, Michigan 


ENJOYING, OR HATING, SIN 
DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave was right because it says in 
Romans 1:32 God condemns those “who 
knowing the judgment of God, that they 
which commit such things are worthy of 
death, not only do the same, but have pleas- 
ure in them that do them.” 

Yours truly, 
JUNIOR LEwis, Age 15 
Kansas City, Missouri 


DEAR ELDER MAXWELL: 


I think that Dave was right because in 
2 Peter 2:7 it says God “delivered just Lot, 
vexed with the filthy conversation of the 
wicked.” 
Sincerely yours, 
GEROLYN BAYBARZ, Age 12 
Lodi, California 


DEAR SIR: 


I think Dave did the right thing. Some 
programs are made up and are lies. The 
Bible says that Whosover loveth and 
maketh a lie, will not be able to enter 
heaven and go through the pearly gates. 
(Rev. 22:15.) 

Yours sincerely, 
SHERRY LYNN WIEBOLD, Age 12 
Battle Ground, Washington 


MAY 9, 1956 / 15 








A GOOD FIGHT 
DEAR SIR: 


I think Dave was right because the Bible 
says in 2 Timothy 4:7 that we must fight 
a good fight and if Dave had not turned 
away from temptation he could not say “I 
have fought a good fight.” 

Your friend, 
LOREEN BANMAN, Age 11 
Lamming Mills, British Columbia 


MUST AVOID SIN 
DEAR SIR: 


I think Dave did the right thing. The 
Bible says “But now ye also put off all these; 
anger, wrath, malice, blasphemy, filthy com- 
munication out of your mouth.” (Col. 3:8.) 

Sincerely, 
LEAH KAy JAMES, Age 12 
Cashmere; Washington 


DEAR Mr. MAXWELL: 


To avoid sin and temptation we must 
cleanse our hands, and purify our hearts, so 
that we may draw nigh to God, and He may 
draw nigh to us. (James 4:8, last part.) 

Sincerely yours, 
KATHRYN D. STOUT 
Stephens City, Virginia 


BAD COMPANY 


DEAR ELDER MAXWELL: 


I think there are several reasons why 
Dave did the right thing. Solomon said, 
“My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou 
not.” (Prov. 1:10.) Paul said, “Make no 
mistake about this: ‘bad company is the 
ruin of good character.” (1 Cor. 15:33, 
Moffatt. ) 

Yours truly, 
ARTHUR ROBERTSON, Age 11 
Takoma Park, Maryland 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave was the one who did right because 
a Christian would not look at such things, 
for the Bible says, “Fools make a mock at 
sin” (Prov. 14:9), and, “Have no fellowship 
with the unfruitful works of darkness, but 
rather reprove them.” (Eph. 5:11.) 
Sincerely yours, 


JANNICE RASMUSSEN, Age 12 
Port Angeles, Washington 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


M. Ola Mortajoh, age 15. 12 Saba Court (Massey) 
Lagos, Nigeria, British West Africa. Would like to 
send African gifts in exchange for American gifts. 


Joyce Barkley, age 16. 7301 Central, Detroit, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Roller skating, art. 

Theresa Jones, age 13. 17152 Goddard, Detroit, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Writing, skating, piano, cooking, 
reading. 

Nancy Crandall, age 9. Knowlton, Quebec, Canada. 
Stamps, riding horses. 

Gary Crandall, age 12. Knowlton, Quebec, Canada. 
Stamps, post cards. 


Sylvia Jeanne Tatum, age 13. 5363 Iroquois, De- 
troit 13, Michigan, U.S.A. Roller skating, piano, 
reading, swimming. 

Jimmy Georgison, age 9. 1799 South Howard 
Avenue, Kurman 1, California, U.S.A. Stamps, post 
cards, skating. 





DEAR SIRS: 


I think Dave was right because in 2 Co- 
rinthians 6:14 it says: “What fellowship hath 
righteousness with unrighteousness? and 
what communion hath light with darkness?” 

Such things as killing, swearing, and law- 
breaking are unrighteous. 

Sincerely yours, 
Cecit E. Wess, Age 12 
Los Angeles, California 


DEAR SiR: 


I think Dave did the right thing. No 
doubt he had read in the Bible where it says, 
“Fear the Lord, and depart from evil.” ( Prov- 
etbs 3:7.) 

Very sincerely, 
MARGARET L. Norton, Age 13 
Ellisville, Mississippi 


DEAR SIR: 


I think Dave did right.. Proverbs 14:16 
says “a wise man .. . departeth from evil.” 
Yours sincerely, 
RONALD DE REMES, Age 10 
Mapleton, Minnesota 
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DEAR SIR: 


One of my reasons is found in Psalms 
125:5: “As for such as turn aside unto 
their crooked ways, the Lord shall lead them 
forth with the workers of iniquity: but 
peace shall be upon Israel.” 

Very truly yours, 


MOLLY VIGIL, Age 13 
Albuquerque, New Mexico 


DEAR BROTHER MAXWELL: 


Dave was right because it says in 1 Tim- 
othy 5:22: “Neither be partakers of other 
men’s sins: keep thyself pure.” 

Sincerely yours, 
SHARON WARD, Age 12 
Spangle, Washington 


GETTING READY TO MEET JESUS 
DEAR ELDER MAXWELL: 


Dave did right. Isaiah, in speaking of the 
new earth, tells us in chapter 65, verse 25, 
“They shall not hurt nor destroy in all my 
holy mountain, saith the Lord.” Since there 
will be nothing to hurt or destroy in the 
new earth, we do not want to cultivate a 
liking for such things by watching them on 
TV 

Your Junior friend, 
SHIRLEY BRADLEY, Age 12 
Reading, Pennsylvania 


DEAR ELDER MAXWELL: 


I think Dave was right. If we hope to 
live in heaven, we must try to live more 
like Jesus each day. We should learn to 
enjoy doing the things Jesus did when He 
lived on this earth. 

Sincerely, 
JUANITA SEGELBARTT, Age 12 
Hepler, Kansas 


DEAR Mr. MAXWELL: 


The one that was doing right was Dave, 
believe. By depriving himself of this 
amusement, he was able to use the time for 
more worth-while things. Time is the basis 
of all things. To consider is the question— 
how long would health and energies last 
if one spent his time in useless pleasuire? 
Without health a person’s mind is weak and 
unfit for duty in God’s work. One who is 
close to God and eager for a part in His 





tasks, has the best of Christian character, 
ever careful of the example he sets before 
others. He is aware of the judgment that 
will come upon him in the end, and that 
all is being recorded in heaven. “When 
they have heard, go forth, and are choked 
with cares and riches and pleasures of this 
life, and bring no fruit to perfection.” (Luke 
8:14.) 

Your friend, 

THAIS RANDALL, Age 14 

Angwin, California 


‘DEAR SIR: 


Dave did right. Should the program have 

a permanent influence on them to cause 
them to do wrong and lose eternal life, the 
few minutes or hours would seem foolish 
indeed. 

Sincerely, 

DAviD GRAHAM, Age 12 

Graysville, Georgia 


DEAR SIR: 


My answer is, do nothing you would not 
like to be doing when Jesus comes. Go to 
no place where you would not like to be 
found when Jesus comes. Say nothing that 
you would not like to be saying when Jesus 
comes. Watch nothing that you would not 
like to be watching when Jesus comes. 

Your friend, 
ALLAN YAWORSKY, Age 11 
Port Dover, Ontario 


THINK BOTH BOYS WERE WRONG 
DEAR SIR: 


I think Dave was right in not looking at 
those things, but I don’t think he should 
have gone home when Dick’s mother had 
made a good supper. He might have gone 
into another room, with permission, and 
played with Dick’s toys and then when 
supper was ready he could have eaten. 

Sincerely yours, 
ANN SHREWSBURY 
University City, Missouri 


DEAR SIR: 


First, I think Dave was rude to Dick’s 
mother. He had been told that she was pre- 
paring something special for supper, there- 
fore he should have explained that .he-was 
leaving and why. To page 19 
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RINE LON a ELSE LEE IE RT OF 


should have 


Second, Dick 
David’s feelings by not watching programs 
that David felt that he could not watch. 

Sincerely yours, 
CHERYL GeETTys, Age 11 
Hartford City, Indiana 


respected 


DEAR SIR: 


Dave should have said that he would keep 
on working with Dick’s stamps, because it 


other after she had fixed such a nice 


F was rude to go off and disappoint Dick's 


dinner for him. 
Yours truly, 
VERNON LAIRD, 
Fresno, California 


DEAR SIR: 


Dave did right by not watching the TV, 
but he ought to have stayed in the kitchen 
and talked to Dick’s mother. 

Yours truly, 
WILBERN ADAMS, 
Fairbanks, Texas 


DEAR SIR: 


Dave was right, but I think he should 
have thanked his friends for inviting him 
to stay to dinner. My mother tells me that 
rudeness on my part does not set a good 
Christian example before others. 

Sincerely, 
DANNY ATKINS, Age 10 
Paradise, California 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave was right, but could have asked for 
a book to read instead of going home when 
Dick’s mother had fixed a supper especially 
for him. 
Sincerely, 
BRUCE CRAIG, Age 12 
Yakima, Washington 


WHAT JOHN WESLEY'S MOTHER 
SAID 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave must have learned the rule which 
John Wesley’s mother told to her children 
long before the day of radio and TV. “What- 
ever weakens your reason, impairs the ten- 
derness of your conscience, obscures your 
sense of God, or takes away the relish for 
spiritual things; whatever increases the 


authority of your body over your mind, that 
thing is sin.” 

Sincerely, 

VIRGINIA STEVENS 

El Reno, Oklahoma 


WHAT FEET AND HANDS ARE FOR 
DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


God gave us our eyes to behold good 
things, ears to hear good things, hands to 
turn off TV when bad programs come on, 
feet to walk away from temptation if we 
cannot turn it off, and mouths to speak to 
help others shun evil in every form. 

Sincerely, 
ANGELINE MATTHEWs, Age 14 
Boyertown, Pennsylvania 


NoTE.—We will print a few more an- 
swers next week. 


Specially Sue 
From page 8 


plained Jane as soon as she came back in. 

“In a minute,” said Sue. “Put the broom 
in the closet and then we'll get supper 
ready. I always set the table Friday night so 
we'll be sure to be ready by Sabbath.” 

By the time Mother came in with Father 
just a little while before sunset, and loaded 
down with packages, the house was clean 
and supper was on the table. 

Sue scurried around putting the packages 
away, and then everyone sat down for wor- 
ship. 

“Did any father have such a wonderful 
daughter!” Dad exclaimed. “House tidy, 
— ready, everything so well taken care 
of. 

“Father,” said Sue snuggling up close. 
“You're the best Dad in all the world,” she 
whispered. 

“But say,” said Mother. “Where’s Jane?” 

She wasn’t there! “Maybe she’s in her 
bedroom,” said Sue. 

“Tl go and see,” said Mother. 

She found Jane stretched across the bed, 
sobbing into her pillow. 

“I want to go home,” she said. 

“But, dear, you don’t have to leave yet,” 
said Sue’s mother kindly. 

“But I've got to go,” Jane said. “I’ve been 
sO mean to my mother. I didn’t realize it 
before. I never do anything for her, the way 
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Sue does. And I've got to tell her I’m sorry. 
Please take me home.” 

“Well, all right,” said Sue’s mother. “I'll 
take you in the car right now.” 

Jane didn’t wait for the car to stop before 
she was out of it and rushing into her house. 

Throwing her arms around her mother 
she stammered, “I’m so sorry I’ve been such 
a bag of grumbles. I’m never going to 
grumble again. And, Jim,” she added, look- 
ing over Mother’s shoulder at her twin 
brother, “If I ever forget, will you please 
shout, ‘’specially Sue’ at me?” 


“Precious Lord, Hold My Hand” 
From page 3 


happened and rushed out the door. At first 
Carl thought the man was coming out to 
call off the dog, but instead the man 
grabbed Carl by the coat collar and the dog 
by his collar and shouted, “I'll teach you to 
kick my dog, you ruffian! Bite him, Bozo! 
Bite him!” And while Carl screamed with 
terror and pain the dog bit him. 

Carl had not had a good attitude toward 
people before that tragic experience, and 
now his whole heart was filled with hate 
and revenge. He would get even with any- 
one who crossed him. 

That night he started a life of crime. He 
broke into and robbed the house of the man 
who had wronged him. He was sent to a 
reform school for boys, but it only made 
him worse. Perhaps even then he might 
have been helped if he had had a mother to 
write to him, to love him, and to care what 
became of him. 

When he was free again he continued his 
life of revenge. One night he held up a 
filling station. As he was driving away he 
had to stop at a crossing for the lights to 
change. A police car drove up beside him. 
Two policemen got out and came to his car 
to ask some questions. Carl shot them. 

During the weeks that he waited for his 
execution in the electric chair, someone 
cared enough to send a Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist minister to see him. The jailer didn’t 
like Adventists, and so the minister visited 
Carl on Friday, which was the jailer’s day 
off. At last Carl came to the place where he 
wondered about life after the electric chair, 
and was willing to listen and study. He 
clung to the promises the minister read to 
him. 
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Yea, I have loved thee with an ever- 
lasting love,” the minister read. “‘If we 
confess our sins, he is faithful and just to 
forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from 
all unrighteousness.’ ” 

“Would Jesus take me now,’ Carl 
pleaded, “when I have grieved Him all my 
life?” 

“He accepted the thief on the cross, 
Carl,” the minister assured him. “He says, 
‘Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall 
be as white as snow; though they be red 
like crimson, they shall be as wool.’” 

The jailer would not permit Carl to go 
outside the jail so he could be baptized, but 
he partook of the Lord’s Supper. 

A few hours before the execution, Carl 
called for the Adventist minister. 

“My courage is slipping,” he said. “Sup- 
pose I become frightened, what shall I do?” 

The minister replied, “Carl, when you 
are frightened, remember that Jesus is 
standing beside you. Ask Him to take your 
hand, and then close your hand tight.” 

The minister went with Carl to the chair. 
Carl was calm and helped fasten the straps. 
He was asked if he had anything to say. For 
seven minutes he opened his heart in the 
hope that what he had to say might help 
other boys and girls to avoid a life of crime. 
He pleaded for parents to love their chil- 
dren, and for children to respect everyone, 
including those who mistreat them. Then 
Carl started to sing, 

“When my way grows drear, 
Precious Lord linger near; 
When my life is almost gone, 
Hear my cry, hear my call, 
Hold my hand lest Stow 
and the minister saw Carl's hand shut tight. 


* COPYRIGHT 1938 BY THOMAS A. DORSEY. 
COPYRIGHT ASSIGNED 1951 TO HILL AND RANGE SONGS, INC, 
COPYRIGHT 1951 BY HILL AND RANGE SONGS, INC. 





And the Wagons Rolled On 
From page 5 


ture making noises he did not like at all. 
With a roar he began pawing the dirt and 
lowering his head for the charge. Maude 
moved back a little but continued to hurl 
remarks his way. Finally in a cloud of dust 
and a bellowing rage Duke charged right for 
Maude. Her teasing remarks froze in her 
mouth as she saw him coming. Turning 
from him she ran for the nearest stump and 
scrambled to the top as he crashed into it 
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just below her legs. Backing away he 
charged again and again, each time tearing 
more of the stump apart. Maude stood on 
top and began screaming as loud as she 
could. 

“Papa, oh, Papa! Oh, somebody, come and 
help!” 

Papa finally came with a pitchfork to 
drive Old Duke away, but by the time he 
arrived there wasn’t much stump remaining 
and very little starch left in the once- 
haughty Maude. That evening around the 
cookstove Ruth came near her big sister 
and wanted to hear all about the episode, 
but Maude was strangely silent. She had 
talked too much already. 

There were happy days and exciting days, 
and it did seem that the Peregrines’ stay at 
Anatone was the best time of their lives. 
Papa had a good band, Mamma had all she 
could paint, and there was never a dull 
moment on the farm. 

But as happy as they were and as good a 
time as they all had, Papa found work else- 
where that seemed better and they were on 
the move again. From Anatone they moved 
to Asotin, from Asotin to Farmington, then 
to Oaksdale, to Eugene, Oregon, where 
they stayed for three years; then back again 
to Asotin, and finally to Spokane where 
Ruth went to college. Little Ruth, who had 
so much wanted a place to “stay put,” had 
moved almost every year. She grew up 
packing and unpacking boxes, listening to 
team bells and bands, and always hoping for 
a home that they would never have to leave. 

Time has passed since those days. Much 
has taken place. There have come sadness 
and gladness, and experiences that would 
thrill the heart of every Junior boy and girl, 
but there is one thing Ruth will never for- 
get. No matter how many times they moved, 
no matter how much she hated to change 
schools and make new friends, she has 
always been glad for a happy Christian 
home. She has learned now that a house 
does not make a home, but a home is made 


by people who love and live to make others 
happy. 

And there is one person she has made 
especially happy—her son, Jan. For Ruth 
was my mother. 


(The End) 





Adventure at 4 A.M. 
From page 13 


after all. There was still the glove compart- 
ment. Hurriedly he pulled out one item 
after another. Where was that pillbox? 
“There it is!” he exclaimed, catching sight 
of it at last, “right in the back!” 

Now upstairs to Mother. He tapped 
lightly on her door and heard her answer, 
“Come in.” 

“Mother,” he said, going over to her, “I’ve 
brought your pills.” 

“You have? You mean you went out in 
the cold and got my pills?” Mother 
asked. “Thank you so much. I'm really 
glad you did, for I know they'll help me. 
But you shouldn't have got cold just for 
me. 

“Oh, I didn’t get cold, not much anyway. 
I put my coat on before I went down. Here, 
let me get you a glass of water.” 

He fetched a glassful from the bathroom. 
“Now, take this,” he said, “and get over 
your headache, and don’t worry about me.” 

Mother took the water and the pills, very 
glad to have them. “Thank you, dear,” she 
said. “I really do appreciate this.” 

Jack went back to bed, The clock said 
almost four-thirty. The moon was going 
down behind the mountains. He pulled up 
the covers. “Sure makes you feel good in- 
side to do something nice for your mother,” 
he yawned ... and was asleep again. 








COVER PICTURE by Ewing Galloway. 
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Vil—The Righteous Judge 


(MAY 19) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Isaiah 25:1-9; 
Luke 18:1-8. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “For the Lord 
is our judge, the Lord is our lawgiver, the Lord 
is our king; he will save us” (Isaiah 33:22). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 


“It isn’t fair!” How many times have you 
heard those words? How many times have you 
said them yourself with feeling? “It isn’t fair!” 
Sometimes we think we are the victims of unfair 
treatment (and find later that we are not!), but 
many times we really are. We look around us and 
see someone who cheats getting good grades. We 
say, “It isn’t fair!” We see someone winning a 
game by playing an underhanded trick. We see 
someone gaining a fortune by dishonest dealing. 
We see someone who is innocent suffering 
because someone was guilty. No, it isn’t fair! 
Satan delights in making the innocent suffer. 
Christ, on the other hand, delights in justice. He 
is ever ready to fight our cause. He too will see 
that justice is done to those who have, by breaking 
the law of love and life, brought hardship on 
others. And one day soon, when the righteous 
Judge comes to earth, all things will be cleaned 
up and cleared up, and truth and righteousness 
will reign forever. 


SUNDAY 
A Just Judge 


‘1. Find Isaiah 33:22. 


What is the first of the three names given to 
our Lord in this verse? What will He do for His 


people? 
2. Find Isaiah 25:4, 5. 


Name some of the ways in which He gives help 
to those who need it. 


3. Find Hebrews 2:18. 
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What experiences through which our Lord 
passed make Him particularly suited to the work 
of being our Advocate and Judge? 

NOTE.—'‘From His high position, Christ, the 
King of glory, the Majesty of heaven, saw the 
condition of men. He pitied human beings in 
their weakness and sinfulness, and came to this 
earth to reveal what God is to men. Leaving the 
royal courts, and clothing His divinity with 
humanity, He came to the world Himself, in our 
behalf to work out a perfect character. . . 

“Christ humbled Himself to stand at the head 
of humanity, to meet the temptations and endure 
the trials that humanity must meet and endure. 
He must know what humanity has to meet from 
the fallen foe, that He might know how to succor 
those who are tempted. 


“And Christ has been made our Judge. The 
Father is not the Judge. The angels are not. He 
who took humanity upon Himself, and in this 
world lived a perfect life, is to judge us. He only 
can be our Judge.’—Testimonies, vol. 9, p. 185. 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 169, par. 3; p. 170, par. 1. 


MONDAY 


A Judge Who Fights for Us 


4. Find Isaiah 42:1, 4. 

How determined is our Judge in seeing that 
justice is done? 

5. Find Isaiah 25:8. 


What will He do with all that has offended 
and hurt His children on the earth—“the rebuke 
of His people”—as the Bible calls it? 


6. Find Isaiah 33:13-16, 22. 

When the earth is faced with the fires of pun- 
ishment, what will our Judge do for the upright 
whose cause He has pleaded? 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 299; p. 300, par. 1. 











TUESDAY 


Passing Sentence Upon the Wicked 


7. Find Isaiah 26:10, 11, 21. 

What will those who have refused to listen to 
God’s pleadings have to face eventually? 

8. Find Matthew 25:31-33. 


Although the good and righteous live together 
on the earth, and all alike receive favors from 
God’s hand, what will the Judge do when He 
appears? 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 


637. 
. WEDNESDAY 


Christ’s Story of an Unjust Judge 
9. Find Luke 18:2-5. 


What story did Jesus once tell to show the 
contrast between the Lord, our righteous 
Judge, and an unjust judge? 


NOTE.—'‘The judge who is here pictured had 
no regard for right, nor pity for suffering. The 
widow who pressed her case before him was 
persistently repulsed. Again and again she came 
to him, only to be treated with contempt, and to 
be driven from the judgment seat. The judge 
knew that her cause was righteous, and he could 
have relieved her at once, but he would not. He 
wanted to show his arbitrary power, and it 
gratified him to let her ask and plead and 
entreat in vain. But she would not fail nor 
become discouraged. Notwithstanding his in- 
difference and hardheartedness, she pressed her 
petition until the judge consented to attend to 
her case.” —Christ’s Object Lessons, pp. 164, 165. 


10. Read verses 6-8. 
How does Christ draw the contrast between 


the unjust judge and the merciful heavenly 
Judge? 


For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 165, pars. 1, 2; p. 166, pars. 1, 2. 
THURSDAY 


Waiting Patiently for God’s Justice 

11. Find Isaiah 30:18-20. 

When we see and experience the troubles of 
the last days, it may appear unfair that the right- 
eous suffer; but what does God say of those who 
patiently bear their troubles and keep their faith 
firm? 

12. Find James 5:7, 8. 

Writing about the injustice of those who op- 
press the poor, what does James tell the believ- 
ers? 

13. Find Rev. 15:3. 

What glad song will those who have waited 
patiently for God’s justice sing when “the rebuke 
of his people” is taken away? 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 43; p. 78, par. 4; p. 79. 


FRIDAY 


UNSCRAMBLE THESE NAMES OF BIBLE MEN 
who were misjudged: 


LINEDA HOJN 
PRETE SLISA 
RIMAHEJE SHEJOP 
ULAP 


BIBLE HUNT: 

Find a verse in the second chapter of John’s 
First Epistle that tells us that Christ pleads our 
cause with the Father. ; “te 

Write the name given to Him on this line: 


When we suffer for doing good we should not fight back, but look to Jesus to take our part. 


CHARLES CAREY 








GREAT POETS—2 


Vda 


: , 7 
NATURES yy 
| POET 


WILLIAM 
WORDSWORTH 





BORN POOR AND HAD 

TOEXISTON THE BARE 
NECESSITIES OF LIFE- - His 
SISTER DOROTHY, WAS HIS 
CONSTANT COMPANION 
AND THE INSPIRATION FOR 
HIS POEMS , EVEN AFTER 
HE MARRIED HIS CHILDHOOD 
SWEETHEART - -- HE TRAVEL- 
LED OVER EUROPE AND 
SCOTLAND AND GREW TO 
LOVE NATURE: : ‘FAME 
CAME TO HIM SLOWLY BUT 
1, FINALLY HE WAS POET LAUR: 
” BATE OF ENGLAND, THE 
GREATEST HONOR A 
POET CAN WIN’? + > 


WwW ORDSWORTH WAS 


i AR 
he ae | 
Te 


OROSWORTH'S LIFE 

ONE , PASSED IN 
THE COMPANY OF LITER: 
ARY MEN: - +- THE GREAT 
OVFEDOCORS WAS HIS 
WORKSHOP: - > HE WROTE 
POEMS IN SIMPLE UN 
AFFECTED LANGUAGE 
AND DREUD SUCH TRUTH- 
FUL PICTURES OF NATURE 
THAT ON READING HIS 
POETRY, IT SEEMS THAT 
NATURE HERSELF IS 
SPEAKING-—— eee J 


ete VA 
“LL Ws 





BORN 1770 IN COCKERMOUTH, ENGLAND—DIED 1850 IN RYDAL MOUNT, ENGLAND 


Reprinted by permission from Illustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset and Dunlap, Inc., New York. 
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